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of our Northern democrats, who distrust their ability
to hold their own and are for ever expecting to be lightly
treated. These Turks would wait till asked to sit down,
and then they would talk openly and freely, criticizing
the greatest to their faces in courteous but forceful
terms. Using the correct titles of " Pasha " or " Bey "
or " Effendi" for each, they spoke none the less as
man to man and as equals, except that they respected
the old, and when a man might speak quoting the authority
of his office they paid him due deference.
Here, away in Anatolia, far from the railway and
the sea, I was getting a last glimpse of the Ottoman
Turk as he had been and as he had come down from
the days of his greatness. The great Turkish Empire
of the sixteenth century had sagged to its fall and been
buttressed here and there. It had been saved sometimes
by the ability of a Grand Vizier, sometimes by sudden
bursts of vitality and the quarrels of its neighbours.
Now it was disappearing by reason of decay. The
villages through which we passed were empty of young
men, and where there were Christians they were dis-
loyal and, if the chance occurred, whispered treason to
me. There was a sense of deadness. They were
simple, sturdy folk, these Turkish peasants. They
made no pretence of wishing to fight in this war. I
saw none of the wild enthusiasm of other countries,
except among the recruits we met singing along the roads,
but they were young and excited. For the rest, the
country and the people were tired of the everlasting
wars, and ever and again they cursed Enver Pasha
and his German crew.